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STRANGE MYSTERIES 




'xesnveu graveyarp /s one of r»e 

xesioEHces of ths o£ac /.v me 

::<:>' SO/US Of /T5 W/HATSS C/EC 

HLWPfzas of yzaas -4so...ngas- — - _ 



i" 



Afi/P W Ttf£ 0/KTY, 0AK£ J 
SHANTY Of me CARe- 
TA/ieX, /T LOOKS AS 
THOt/Gtf ANOT#£X CORPS? < 

wexe /a/ me mak/a/g . 





'STOP, ENOCH i) /3k 




OOffT OO < MalSSk 


■ 


rr: you'll \ MIES'! 


m^ti 


V K/U. ME!! J «wfe 


/you^wr... < <H 




you /mJSTW'TL(i(i„ JsSjI 




PO TH/S TO <WM fl 




THE WOMAN J ^>\_flBB4JV 




7 YOU , ras^ "Va&sSia; 




1 LOVE^^^ij, TKBHSTO 




''jSkIIm jBttl 
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£AH STRIKE, T/SE SMKA/Ty /S MTr/LEO] 




STRANGE MYSTERIES 



Back ro 0$ sf/A/vry ftAcea olp gMuber, AA/vr//veA 

A W/LP GLEAM W MS AVAX/C/OUS OASS. . ~ 



//£■£/>; "MSIP M£, Ystop screaming, 
so/tiesooy/ OLP FOOLISH woman' 

GRUBEK HAS GONE KyOU PIE, IT WILL 

YOU AGAIN! ftr H0P6P TO HAVE ' /mATILPa! you 1— . MAD'. HE'S GOING ) BE OF SHEER JOY. 

BEEN GONE BEFORE yOU GOT BACK! JMUST COME WITH A TO MURDSR. ME /you WILL Be 3I.AP 
I NEVER WANT TO SEE YOUR UGLY ^ MB TO THE GRAVE 1 . / IN THE GRAVE- / OLP. GRUBF 

FACE AGAIN, SWINE! PIG!! _, ' HA-HA ! <£OME WITH A\YARp! HELP! "\ PRA6GINS 

ME WHERE THE CORPSES T^E~\ //£///£>/ iAMONG THE TO/V16S 

LIE...NOW! some, ,w r fs!&¥~-?' ■ ^— USELESS! HEE- 




JG, N 

v! if; 

LL A 

; joy' 

i:.': -- : AP, 

7UU — - 



i pretty ( 



HEE! 



^BUT... HOW £AN THIS} 



LOOK, MATILPA— A SKELETON OF _ 

PURE SOLff' ANQ I'VE INVESTI- ^\&£T ENOCH! £AN 
GATEP OTHER OLP. BROKEN COFFINS ! \THIS REALLY BE 
THEy ALL HOLP GOLPEN SKELETONS! J TRUET IT ISN'T A 
THIS GRAVEYARP IS A A.JOKE OF SOME 

VERITABLE TREASURE )"TfT (^KINP 

HOUSE! y 



'THE WAY I FIGURE IT, THERE MUST 
'BE SOME UNKNOWN CHEMICAL IN 
I THIS SOIL WHICH, OVER. HUNPREPS 
OF YEARS, HAS TRANSFORMED 
THE SKELETONS INTO <SOLP.' 



9 




''NO-NO, ENOCf! I £OULPN'T YtfA-HA.M/Ar 
POSSIBLY LEAVE A MAN OF <A 0/AEEA.EMCE A FEIV 
\ YOUR. FINE INTELLECT AHO JGOLDEH SKELETONS CAH 
•. GRACIOUS WAYS! LET < /HAKE/ A AS* - /HOMEIVrs AGO,^ 
I ME KISS YOU, APORASLE ) MA7710A COHS/0EAEP ME A 
SHUSBANP! &H _ |__ -f" besaiseo aat- (MX* [SAM A 



ME STILL SMELLS 
\ SUrHOW HE 
SMELLS A/CH. 



>a£S/RABL£ GEA/TLEAIAN ' 
■ #AA -AAAAZ/y^^-^fC 

W 

~-4 



\o?-PM 




STRANGE MYSTERIES? 

[Back ahd Foxm thf? taavsc£p, aga/n mp\ 

{AGA//V, i/Nr/L $£V££AL OF 77/£ PK£WOUS 




WEVSMr.A 77A/GL£ OP FOA£BOP/MG PKOM f 
JANGUNG //£# A/£/ZV£S. . , 



STRANGE MYSTERIES 



( NOT TAMPER WITH 
IT'S BAP LUCK TO INVITE ) THE GOLD£N 
GHOST \/£NG£ANC£ 7 y^ SKBLETOMS? 'ARE 

PO you — YOU MAD 7 NO ONE, 

THINK THAT) NOTHING, 15 GOING TO ROB MB 
MAYBE WE/ OF THIS SUPPEN WEALTH ' 
SHOULPT y NEITHER YOU OR ANY FOWE.R IN 
HEAVEN OR HELL! THE GOLD IS 
i^/WINEl I'LL NEVER LET IT GO! 



WAIT HERE, MATILPA, 

WHILE I VRAG IN /MORE"" 

OF OUR LITTLE PETS! 

DON'T BE AFRAID OF 

HELPLESS PHANTOMS! 

THEY WON'T 

HARM YOU] 



ENOCH! 
BEING 

r evesi 



1 



STRANGE MYSTERIES 




An OA/S//TAL SAG£ OA/C£ SA/D THAT 
ALL erSAMTY £AA/ B£ T£L£HCOPEP 
/A/79 A 5ECOH0 //V T/AfE/ a&TiV££A/ 
Tt/E T/M£ A BOOK FAILS £/?OM A 
TABLE, AM0 T//£ T/Af£ /T ST/?/K£5 
Tf/£ FLOOG, A L/££ £AN BE L/VEO. 
BL/f /W THE £A5E OP -JO/ifi/ LALLY 
/T WAS #/$ OWA/ BO/Py THAT /2ZZ — 
TAROL/G// Ts/£ MAMGAIAN'5 TXAP0OOX, 
Atf0 W THAT 5PL/T f££0A//P 3£F0K£ 
7K££f?l/gL #0P£ J£AK£D TV£ /JF£ 
£#QM H/M, H£ m? F0RCEP 
TXAVgi, QMCE rfGA/A/ 

GAU0W9 TAA/L 
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A$ -SOW LALLY KUN5 AXA/VT/ZALLy TftAOt/Gtf \ 
77/E WS/R0 POORS, //£ 9££At TO &AOW j 

SMALLER, YOiZ/VGE/?., 




i& 



ij/it/L AT I AST "#£■ /$ $UA/tyA/G « 
ACm$$ A LON<5,0A#K.Fl.A/H..Sk 



M- MY HOU9E/ 8UT /T'S SO 
PARK ANP /'At FR/G//TEA/EO / HOW A 
D/O Z El/E/Z GET WAY Ol/T 
//£%£, AWAY AA!OAf A4Y MCE . 
WARM BED ^ 



i f/QW fiU/wy EI/EKYTW/A/G LOOK?/ EL/T 
. AT LEAST /'Af HOME AG4/A/, /'Ai ftifg.' 
AiAY3£ EAT//E*. MIL A/I£K£% /OVOPY 
WAT /'VE SEEV OL/T OF TM£ tfOl/SE/ 
■ MAY&E #£ (VOAf'T TELL AfOTTYE^/ 






Y£jT&%,.%$,////$ T/?£MBi/A/<3 



fiST MERE THEY COME NOIA/I 
r B£JT THEY'RE $0 QI//ET— 
' A/OT TALK/KG 4T 4LL / 
_ AA/0 /T'$ $0 P4/ZK Z 
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ARE YOU SURE 
YOU TOLP US ALL YOU CAN 
REMEMBER, SON ? YOU * 
£OULC?N'T SEE THE /WAN'S 
FACE, Off. 
RECOGN/ZE 

HI? vo/<;e~ 



/IT IMS PWRK ANP I 
J WAS SCARE&l HE 
/ WAS A PAP A4AN- 
|f AND I IVANT /viy 
1 MUWER! 



) Month? Paz? amp omm pay.. 



YOUR, WF£ ?££Af5 TO /YW& /GOOPA/£5* , 

GOrre/v *my WW /t/ /f ~/#e iv/i5 youa/g) 

Ttf£ SOY COl/LP OA/IY "^s.fA/01/G/Y 90 
/?£M£M8£X... O*//: ttf£ ^T#/5 IW/V'TA 



I 



m 



AFRAID 1 IT'S l_^ su=/ri£:/no£;K... c//t /r /«£• 

NO U?E, C7AN!Yr£?Z/i<i?/C7/WC T/Y4T X//Y6/J /?U//V #/* 



/ THE KJC? WAS 

f TOO FRIGHTEN 

EP TO* REME41 

t 6er anv- 

i^ THING! AMD 
■ TH.E R/NG 
MARK 
HASN 1 
HELPED 
L ANYi 



\tf£'LL / r O^G£T 
r -Of 77M£/ 



w 



' '/Vi 



^T.J?** 51 ^ " "* #■*> <5°£5 1HCIY TO I ' 



-/ 



/l WILL, CWP! , 
) r PROMISE s 

: will; I'll 

| AV1KE YOU 
<, PROUD OF 

T me! 



, PM/EKE 
HE 8EC0MES\ 

A mfvy 

AMP 

mru?AL 

YOL/MS 
AY/tAf.. 




I/urn., ww ws mmex w escape o/v bus/mess, < 

■Jfo&t SPEXPS SOME TWE /IT THE OLP E4M/L 
WM0J O/VE M/&YT.. . 



Vffl/T TYEZE /$ 50ME- 
• TtfMS T&EPE. . 



W-tWAT'S TMTTZ^ THOUGHT z HEMP J 
SOMEOA/S 6ALLMS MY A/AME EXOM 
■ OUTS/PE THE W//VPOI?/ 3[/T/T<Z4/V'T , 
BE.. 



T MOTHER] VOU- 

1 YOU'VE £OME 

BACK! OH, 

/MOTHER 1 
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Jam LALLV 5L£EP5 
MQ M0#£ TtfATWGMTJ 

Arte? T#£ wzxragy 

tf£ l//S/7~S MS ei.0 




I BUT OA/£ T///A/G /'£-(- M£V£/? 
T£OXG£T/ 7WAT MNG — Z 
{ 5AW /T £OX A Af04f£A/T//V 

T#£ MOOAJLiGHT, /WP f'LL 
* /V£l/£# £OXGET 

A/£V£K .' 
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\A9 JOM LALLY I 

I MOUNT* TO W9 \ 

3£0AOOflf...\ 



- MOTHER 

I yOU AGAIN I I 

KNEW PAD WAS 

WRONG — THAT 

| I HAC REALLY 

£EEN YOO' 



GO BACK — GO 
BACK.' MISGXy.' 

you /wc/$r eo 
back: 




IT WAS YOU y NO— YOU PON'T 
THAT NIGHT 1 , fi UNDERSTAND! it 
AND I NEVER \WAS AN ACCIDENT' 
DREA/WEDi ALL \ WE QUARRELED 1 . «H£ 

STRUCK. HER HEAC? WHEN 
5HE FELL'. I H-HAD 
GOTTEN THE RING OUST 
. , THAT PAY ANt? I NEVER. 

W$m> \r*i WORE IT AGAIN) W-WR 

""-^ "1 A FOOL I WAS TO 
KEEP IT. 
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FATAL PROOF 



By JOHN MARTIN 



IN STEPHAN CRAWD'S eyes was a fire 

seen many times ha this world. It once 
burned in the orbs of the minions of the 
Spanish Inquisition. Rome had seen it in the 
persecutions, of the Christians. 

It was not a mad fire for all its flaming, 
erratic heat. 

It was the fire of fanaticism. 

Now it was mixed with the fierce, tear- 
ing light of pleasure. He got out of his car, 
walked up the steps of the dingy old brown- 
atone house in the slum area, sneered at the 
sign on the front that said: The Golden 
School of the Occult. 

Inside, he knew, somewhere in *hat sag- 
ging, ancient ruinous house was Hawker 
Tine. His lips curled again in a sneer as he 
thought of Tine — Tine, the quack ; Tine, the 
spiritualist fraud. He had spent years trying 
to ruin Tine. And now he had in his hands 
the weapon which would serve to smash 
him. 

He thought, as he rang the doorbell; of 
the other quacks, the other spiritualist 
frauds he had exposed, ruined in a long 
career of ghost-breaking. Every one of them, 
no matter what their claims, had failed in 
the end. He had shown them up. No one 
knew better than he, Stephan Crawd, what 
a fake the supernatural was. 

Yet, his heart pounded and an uneasy 
twinge of fear shot through him as he heard 
footsteps approaching the door. Tine was 
different. Tine had proved nothing, but his 
confidence, high for many years, was un- 
bounded, a fanaticism as burning as Crawd's 
own. 

Then the door opened. 
"Mr. Tine?" the attendant asked. "Yes, 
you can see him. I believe he's expecting 
you." 

Expecting him? Crawd's blood chilled as 
he led up a sagging flight of steps and down 
a corridor. How could Tine have known he 
was coming? 

THE DOOR swung open. The attendant 

glided away. 

"Come in, Mr. Crawd," A deep voice said. 
.Uncertainly, shaken, the ghost-breaker 
walked into the room. It was plainly 
furnished. It didn't look at all like the regula- 
tion spiritualist layout No gaudy hangings. 
No crystal ball. No seance table. 



The tall, gaunt man behind the desk, 
dressed in the shabby tweeds, smiled faintly. 
He indicated a chair. 

"I've expected you for many years, Mr. 
Crawd," Tine said. "Sooner or later I 
knew ..." 

"Sooner or later I catch up with all 
frauds, Mr. Tine," Crawd said sarcastically. 

"You're sure I'm one?" Tine said, traces 
of a smile on his face. 

"Certain." Crawd also smiled. "The 
supernatural does not exist. There are no 
hidden powers, no magics. Only live, animate 
things exist. But we both know this, don't 
we, Tine?" 

Tine sat back in his chair and shook his 
head. 

"There are frauds, Mr. Crawd. I am not 
one of them ; true I cannot prove it, yet. By 
tonight, perhaps. Tonight I shall have 
finished my book proving my theories." 

Crawd gazed at him. . 

"Why do you call this school of the 
occult — this musty rat hole, shall we say? — 
The Golden School ?" he asked. 

"Because the truths about the super- 
natural which I have discovered can save 
mankind," Tine remarked. "There is bad 
magic; there is also good magic. Good 
magic, the good powers of the supernatural, 
shall lend wings to man, usher in a new 
Golden Age. That is why I call it the Golden 
School." Again the ghostly smile hovered' on 
his lips. "I — I have gone, so far as to anti- 
cipate fame, Mr. Crawd. I am writing the 
manuscript of my book in golden, metallic- 
ink. I am sure that one day my fame. . ." 

"Your fame does not interest me, Mr. 
Tine, only your notoriety." Crawd inter- 
rupted. "Come, now, I like you. You're an 
opponent worthy of my steel. Give up this 
fraud, get out of the state, promise to earn 
an honest living. Stop deceiving ' people, 
stop defrauding them of money." He inclined 
his head. "Give me your word to end all 
this . . ." He compassed the house with his 
hands, ". . . and I'll call off the police." 

"The police?" Tine smiled wearily now. 
"It is not against the law to conduct spirit- 
ualist investigations." 
Crawd sighed. 

"I thought you would see reason," he 
said. "True, it might be difficult to convict 
you in court of anything worse than mere 



thinking. Mind you, it could be done, hii* 
it would be expensive." 

A GAIN he sighed. "Well, that was only one 
of my moves in this little chess game, 
Mr. Tine." 

"And the other?" , 

"Your money, your life is sunk in this 
school," Crawd began craftily, "You have 
applied for a loan to continue it." He paused 
and chuckled as, for the first time, a. hint 
of fear crept into Tine's eyes. "Should you 
lose it, should you lose this building, a whole 
'ifetime of toil will have been wasted. You 
could not start again. You would sink into 
oblivion. Wouldn't you, Tine?" 

Tine's head drooped. 

"That is true,"- he said. "But you 
can't . . ." 

Crawd rose. 

"But I can. I gave you the opportunity, 
Tine, to withdraw ; gracefully, silently, 
Now you will go down with a loud, public 
crash." He glanced triumphantly at the 
other. "I knew of this loan. A man of my 
standing, Tine, has many friends. For 
instance the president of the. bank you . . ." 

Tine's face was white; suddenly his 
gauntness was the haggard lines of a corpse'-s 
face. , 

"But you can't, Crawd! That loan was 
my only chance. No other bank would touch 
it." His look became suffused, with hatred. 

Crawd paused at the door. 

"I swore to destroy you, Tine, and I 
have! You're through!" 

Tine sank back in his chair, a picture 
of hopelessness. 

Crawd slammed the door behind him, 
the sound echoing hollowly through the old 
house. Once more his blood seemed to chill 
unaccountably. He hurried down to his car. 
A cold hand seemed to clutch at his heart. 
Somehow Tine's eyes, the memory of the 
bottomless defeat they contained, now, took 
away the savor of triumph. 

Next morning, at his mid-town office, the 
phone rang. 

"The police," his secretary said, coming 
into the inner office. "They said Hawker 
Tine committed suicide last night!"' 
- Crawd paused in the act of lighting his 
pipe. Beneath him the floor seemed to rock. 
His face paled to a dirty gray, trembling. 
. "What— what if he did?" he asked. "I 
have no further business with Tine . . ." 

"They're sending a police officer over 
with a book Tine was found with. A note 
on it said it was for you. 1 " 

Crawd turned away slowly. 



UIS SECRETARY watched him curiously 
as she left for her desk. She had never 
seen Crawd as shaken as this before. Twenty 
minutes later a police officer knocked at the 
outer office door, handed her a book for 
Crawd. She opened it curiously as the police- 
man left. It was a large manuscript, bound 
in a spring folder. And it was entirely 
written in gold lettering. On the cover was 
written: Pr,oof of the Supernatural — by 
Hawker Tine. 

"Give it to me!" Crawd stood in the door- 
way. He was pale as death. She handed hifti 
the book. 

"An odd -object, Mr. Crawd. Poor Tine. 
Just another fraud!" 

"Just — another — fraud," he said slowly. 
"Miss Timmins, I don't want to be disturbed. 
I'm going to read this book, and take notes 
as I read. You can transcribe them later. 
They'll be useful in my latest expose on 
spiritualism and like swindles." 

Miss Timmins returned to her desk. She 
glanced' at the clock that said ten and con r 
tinued work on Crawd's correspondence. 

At noon Crawd had still not reappeared. 
She could hear him move uneasily in his 
chair occasionally. She got up to go out to 
lunch, started to put on her. hat. 

j The sudden, choked shriek made her drop 
it. Then the low gasping noises drew her to 
the inner office like a magnet. She burst open 
the door, paused, her own blood turning to 
ic6. 

Crawd was dead. She could see that at a 
glance. He lay back, his face black, throttled 
in his chair. Before him the manuscript book 
lay closed. Beside it were some notes- in his 
own handwriting. They read : "True, all true! 
Tine was right! He's proved it in this book. 
The supernatural does exist*" 

Miss Timmins'' lips curled icv^n a naru- 
shell skeptic like Crawd eventually cracked, 
she thought. But she wouldn't. The super- 
natural indeed! Incantations, spirits, chairs 
moving through space— all nonsense ! 

But what had killed him? The thought 
jerked her eyes downward. Miss Timmins 
swayed as she opened the manuscript book. 
Its' pages were blank, now. Her eyes jerked 
toward Crawd. Her mind reeled before she 
fell in a dead faint before the awful, blasting 
fact. 

Before her dimming, horrified eyes, she 
saw the metallic script letters of Tine's 
revengeful book that had crawled out of 
their pages and wound themselves into 
a death-dealing noose round the neck of 
Stephan . Crawd ! 
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^G/iAC£ £/M&?... OF COU/?5£, /T #£/)LLY WASN'T 7&£ K/A/0 W& 
f L/££ THAT Sff£ ftf/P GOA/£ TO 5C/CjV 77?OUSL£ TO ACQiJ/X£... 
| BUT 7»£M 5H£ MAD N/C£ LOA/G /fO£//?S 7V SIT AA/D £?K£AM T 
I ABOUT T/f£ £XCfT/A/G PAST, A A/0 T//&?£ WAS A/O A/££Z? 7T>\ 
WO&RY ABOUT Ttf£ FUTU#£.,. 
TtfAT WAS ALL ®L//T£ 7AAC£Aj 
<CAR£ OP* 
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JTRANGUftYSTERIK 



I 5TILU THINK IT /MUST BE 
SOME KINC? OF GRUESOME 
.'OKE'J ANP I THINK WE'C? 
BETTER. NOTIFY THE 
AMERICAN AUTHORIT/E^ 
AT ONCE] 




STRANGE MYSTERIES 



£ 



ty£ 77/WS 0O7H &IUC MP W&V&Y MOW — T*£ T 



{WE'RE LEAVING THIS 
CREEPY PLACE RIGHT ' 
NOW! I'VE SOT A HUNCH 
50/WETHING I? TERRIBLY 
WRONG AROUNC? 
HERE! 



VE51 I'VE GOT 
THE SHUPDERSi 
ANYTHING (5 
BETTER THAN 
5TAVINSJ 






£ halt: you ™* 3- but you ^an't do . 

MUST RE/MAIN 1THJS i WE'RE AMERICANS! 
J IN WALPURGEN JyOU CAN'T FORCE US TO . 



'TONIGHT! MOBOPJ^ 
IS PERMITTED 
[to LEAVE 
UNTIL 
DAWN 1 , 



r M-MAYBE THERE] 
IS ANOTHER . 
WAY OUT, 
' PAUL i 



\ The no:-; v/txs, 

t i&F? /VOW/AG TO PUT T//SX\ 
\f^AR?'AT #£9T. . 



.IMAGINE THATCHARACTER- 
\ NEVER HEARD , 
]OF AMERICANS! 



crowded for 

kSHAITAN'S 
. FESTIVAL 




r REST WELL, STRANGERS AND' 
(.i/rt/CtfCE;— PLEASANT DREAMS! 
AND, IF VOU WILL TAKE A WORD 
OF ADVICE, IT WILL BE SAFER J 
TO REMAIN IN YOUR ROOM 
WHEN THE SCREAMING 
STARTS! 



SHAITANl THE DEVIL! THE SAME AS 
OUR SATAN! BUT THE WORD SHAITAN 

IS ARABIC, MOSLEM i W-WHy WOULD 
A VILLAGE IN THE BAVARIAN ALPS BE^ 

HAVING — A DEVIL'S FESTIVAL? 
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Paul tries to />k£\?eht 77/E f huh.' *~JF no-stopJ take 
nm/u8LE oeea. . . f— ' who are \youR hands off 

YOU STRANGER, THAT /WE! I'M AN MERMAN 



THING! YOU'RE Acrme 

like wild animals 
instead of imlizedj 
hu*wn kings' 



AHH—M£LP.J BURN THE I 

DON'T— ^\ WO/MAN, ALSO? 
PLE/5SE PONT J THE STRANGER I 



/MUST DIE FOR^ 
INTERFERING! 



no harm! 




, YE?- TO THE 
' ST4KE WITH TWM.j 

, light the 

rASGOTS 1 



PAUL ! T-THEy 
ARE GOING TO 
MURPERUS! 
i.-CAN THIS 
THING REALLY 
SE HAPPENING' 



I GOT VOU INTO THIS J 
DARLING! WE'VE 
STUMgLEP INTO A- 
(GtfOA-yJ-AlAD 
VILLAGE ! THEY'RE 
LIKE CREATURE? OUT I 
OF THE PAST! BUT^ 
DON'T STOP 
HOPING ! 



'Hapf.lHAH-mH.') DO you stiu, 

HOPE, YOU FOOLS? LOOK OVER 
.THERE AND SEE WHAT 
WILL SOON HAPPEN TO 
YOU! LISTEN TO THE 
[SCREAMING! 

'you* ■ 

FIENDS! yOU'RfJ^AN'T 



, STRANGE M YSTERIES . 

THEM 

rrst;> 



' I CAN'T 
^STANPTHIS- 

jeeeeeee- 



^M 7 



"X 






^ 




XS«7 7»f X*3ffii? SEEMS TO tVMXL 

amp 'explode arouno 7>/e tiko 
amsucans... w^^B=m^ 

goodbye/ " 



we'i-L be 

I BACK-BACK- 
BACK! 



[CpP 




A MOMEHT LATE* 7WE SUA/ PEEPS \ 
OV£K. T//E //CA/ZOH AVO. . 



raw w*^ -'- 



m 



MEIN HERR— AIEIN HERR.! WAKB'upl YOU 5H0ULP 
NOT SLEEP IN THIS PLACE— IT IS £URSEP.' 



WHAT! UAVMM- 



*i-«y HEAP! A 

LUMP— SO SOREl 
D-PIP WE PREAAI ALL 
THAT, PAUL? ABOUT 

THAT TERRIBLE 

VILLAGE? 



W-WE'RE ALIVE, 

wenpy, are you 

ALL RIGHT? •. 



I'VE HEAKP ENOUGH! you PIP NOT PREA*I- ] 
FOR IT WAS ON THIS VERy SPOT THAT 
THE VILLAGE OF WALPURGEN USEP TO , 
I STANP — FIVE HUNPREP YEARS AGO! 
THE TURKS, RAIDING NORTH, DESTROYEP ) 
IT ANP BURNT EVERYONE ! BUT ONCE / 
EACH HUNDRED YEARS 

THE VILLAGE / 
' ANP THE 
J PEOPLE RETURN) 
7 ANP TAKE A 

HORRIBLE 
, REVENGE! Af/0\ 

t.Asr#/e//TJ 

AIIGffT/) 




